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against them to produce no food. The red man
perished in North America when the white man drove
the bison from their ancient feeding-grounds. Practi-
cally, under these changed conditions, the race was
wiped out. But when two or three individuals, or
even two or three thousand, die of hunger, in the
midst of a city that feasts and is merry, it is because
something is wrong with the distribution of food, and
something wrong too with those human relations
that brought no hurrying footsteps with pity and
help, to every sufferer over whom had fallen the
shadoy of despair.

The modern world is such a city. Nowhere to-day
is man so far from man that one has any right to die
of want of food, while another lives. Nowhere. And
yet they die. The two or three become many millions.
The heedless city about them becomes the whole
indifferent world. And the old drama is played out on
the large scale. As want grows fierce in one place*
luxury and waste increase in another. Here men are
brutalised by starvation. There by gluttony, more
men, here, and more there. This is the change that*
we call progress. One mother, mad with hunger, kills
her child that she may not see it starve. An other, ab-'.
sorbed in pleasure, has no time to see her own child eat*
What one spends on her toilet, would lift the other out
of hell. Surely this shows want of adjustment. But
why? -. .*           . ;